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was Beloved of Allah, than which there is no higher
praise. They turned instinctively and trustingly
toward him, accepting of his guidance and obeying
his behests simply and without question*
The politicians, however, were not so naive. They
distrusted one who was inclined to be autocratic*
They, who thrived on circumlocution, were apt to
regard as gauche the simple and forthright affirma-
tions of this out-of-work general who got things done.
This man had secured the dismissal of a Cabinet,
and new elections were in prospect. The elections
were held, and the Nationalists returned to an
enormous majority.
In Anatolia, however, the Nationalists were one
thing. In Constantinople, within the shadow of the
Palace, they were another.
Kamal deemed it expedient not to trust his person
to the atmosphere of the capital, but he sent his
newly-elected Nationalists to the Chamber with
instructions to elect him leader. The deputies proved
pusillanimous. On the one hand they feared the
Sultan. On the other they were jealous of the
growing power of Kamal. They elected another.
This might well have spelled the end of Kamal,
but he was one who could digest a reverse, and turn
it to his own advantage. He ignored Constantinople,
and remembered his promise to rid Turkey of the
Greeks. He stole, and otherwise captured munitions
from Allied war dumps, and harried the Greeks-
Furious that a general turned brigand should have
violated the sanctity of their war stores, the Allies
turned the guns of their fleets on Constantinople,